''BATTLES______LONG______AGO''

pause and then : " God Almighty . . . Only six.
We won't have a man left if we can't stop those
machine-guns . . . What's happened to that damned
tank rifle...?"

The Gunner Captain sat bolt upright in bed, spell-
bound by the grim monologue. There was a pause,
some more mumbling, then the tossing man spoke
again.

" More grenades . . . More grenades ... Be
quick, damn you . . . They're coming again . . .
Hold on, now . . . Hold on ... We must stick
it . . ."

Another brief spell of silence, during which the
man who was fighting his battles over again turned
and tossed about in the bed more than ever.

Suddenly, as if he were addressing a friend at his
elbow, he said in a tone of pathos :

" Charles, if you come out of this alive, and I don't,
I wish you'd go along and see my wife and tell her
I love her . . ."

Almost immediately the voice changed and rang
out through the room, firm and vibrant:

" Steady, lads . . . steady . . . Here they
come . . . Here they are ... Keep cool . . .
You're all right . , Look at 'em . . . Masses of
'em, shoulder to shoulder . . . Steady, now . . .
You can't miss . . . Give 'ein another fifty yards
. . . Now then, . . . Fire . . . Fire . . ."

And as, in his nightmare, he ordered volley after
volley of rifle fire, he leaped out of bed with a shout
that was half a cheer.

By this time the other occupants of the room were
thoroughly aroused, and other voices mingled with
that of the fair-haired Major.

" What the hell's all this row ...? "

"Whtfpoutofbed . . .?"
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